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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

A GROUP OF SHORT POEMS 

THE BOOKSHOP 

Pierrot had grown old. 

He wore spectacles 

And kept a shop. 

Opium and hellebore 

He sold 

Between the covers of books, 

And perfumes distilled from the veins of old ivory, 

And poisons drawn from lotus seeds one hundred years 

withered 
And thinned to the translucence of alabaster. 
He sang a pale song of repeated cadenzas 
In a voice cold as flutes 
And shrill as desiccated violins 

I stood before the shop, 

Fingering the comfortable vellum of an ancient volume, 
Turning over its leaves, 

And the dead moon looked over my shoulder 
And fell with a green smoothness upon the page. 
I read: 

"I am the Lord thy God, thou shalt have none other gods 
but me." 

Through the door came a chuckle of laughter 
Like the tapping of unstrung kettledrums, 
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For Pierrot has ceased singing for a moment 
To watch me reading. 



PEACH-COLOR TO A SOAP-BUBBLE 

A man made a symphony 

Out of the chords of his soul. 

The notes ran upon the air like flights of chickadees, 

They gathered together and hung 

As bees above a syringa bush, 

They crowded and clicked upon one another 

In a flurry of progression, 

And crashed in the simultaneous magnificence 

Of a grand finale. 

All this he heard, 

But the neighbors heard only the croak 

Of a wheezy, second-hand flageolet. 

Forced to seek another lodging 
He took refuge under the arch of a bridge, 
For the river below him might be convenient 
Some day. 

THE ARTIST 

Why do you subdue yourself in golds and purples? 
Why do you dim yourself with folded silks? 
Do you not see that I can buy brocades in any draper's shop, 
And that I am choked in the twilight of all these colors. 
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